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POETRY : A Magazine of Verse 

My son must needs be drowned?" 
Sail, O mariner — oh, sail! 



WHITE AS THE SNOW 

On a lovely bed of roses a lovely maiden sleeping, 

White as the snow, beautiful as day. 

They are three knights that come to her their love to say. 

'Tis the youngest that alights and takes her white hand. 
"Princess, come with me — on the back of my steed away! 
To Paris we shall go, in a mansion we shall stay." 

As soon as they were come, the hostess turns to her: 
"Oh tell me, lovely maid, give me the truth to hear — 
Is it willing you have come and have you shed no tear?" 

And maiden to the hostess: "Innocent am I; 

From my father's castle away king's folk have ravished me, 

They've carried me to horse to this beautiful hostelry." 

She'd finished with her plaint, returned the man-at-arms: 
"Eat and drink, my sweet, with a goodly appetite — 
'Tis with a man-at-arms you'll pass a pleasant night." 

They are seated at the feast, then dead the maiden falls. 
"Ring — oh, ring the bells, let drum a dirge for her! 
My mistress she is dead, had come to her fifteenth year." 
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Edward Sapir 

"Where shall we bury her, this beautiful princess?" — 
"In the garden of her father, under an apple tree. 
With God in paradise we pray her spirit be." 

Three days she buried lay, her father is passing by. 
"Open, open the grave, my father, and rescue me. 
I've played the dead three days for the sake of purity." 



THE DUMB SHEPHERDESS 

Hark ye to the complaint, 

Grown and little, 
Of a dumb shepherdess 

Who in her fields 
Did guard her little sheep 

Along the mead! 
'Twas Jesus, out of goodness, 

Made her speak. 

One day the holy Maid 

To her appeared. 
"Good day, sweet shepherdess, 

Big Isabeau! 
And would you give to me 

One of the lambs?" 

"Ah, no indeed!" she said, 
"They are not mine. 
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